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ovitch.   He was a quirt boy, with Had eyes and a pleas-
ing smile, very like his kind mother.    He had ugly,
protruding teeth, with a double: row in the upper jaw;
and being very greatly concerned about this defect, he
constantly had his fingers in his mouth, trying to loosen
his back ones, very amiably allowing any one who
chose'to inspect them.    But that was the only inter-
esting thing about him.    He lived a solitary life in a
house swarming with people, loving to .nil in the dim
corners in the daytime, and at the window in the eve-
ning; quite happy if he could remain without Dik-
ing, with his face preyed against thr pane for hours
together, gazing at the flock of jackdaws which, now
rising high above it, now sinking swiftly earthwards, in
the red evening sky, circled round the dome of Xlspen-
ski Church, and finally, ohmtred by an opaque black
cloud, disappeared soiwwhere, leaving a void behind
them.   When he hud seen this lie had no desire to speak
of it, but a pleasant languor tcxik jHWseswion of him,

Uncle JaakovVt Sascha, on the contrary, could talk
about everything fluently and with authority, like u
grown-up person. Hearing of my desire to learn the
process of dyeing, he ativittrU me to take one of the bent
white tablecloth* from the cupboard and dye it blue,

"White always taken the color better, I know," he
said very seriously.

I dragged out a heavy tablecloth and ran with it to